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Friedrich Hall I brought the punishment on myself, be-
cause I was proud and wanted to show how strong I
was. ... I was led out. I went across the courtyard, and
I looked up at the night sky, and the stars were far away,
and I froze with cold. I began to weep and I prayed,
"Lord, take this cup from me/',.. The day before
I'd been forced to see them flog a seventy-year-old man.
He was tied on to the trestle, two Nazis beat him with
ox-hide whips. He was made to count the lashes; we
all stood around in the square. When he began to scream
after the tenth lash, they stuck a gag in his mouth....
I besought the Storm trooper who walked beside me.
He took me by the arm and he led me to a place in the
barbed-wire fence where it wasn't electrified, and he
said: "Run!" I ran. Searchlights were lit up. I saw my
rescuer collapse with a bullet through him.

Paul von Grotjahn.
[Comforting him.]

Perhaps you're wrong, perhaps the fellow was only
wounded.

Friedrich Hall God forgive me; that would have been
still worse. They would have made him die ten deaths
then.

Paul von Grotjahn, Didn't they follow you?

Friedrich Hall. I ran as far as the next village. A peasant
took me in. He fed me, he gave me his cloak and hat,
and, the next day, he drove me, covered in hay, to the
outskirts of the town.
[A few seconds of silence.]